IOC             LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL.

Before, at times, upon the gale,

Was heard the Minstrel's plaintive wail;             505

Behind, four priests, in sable stole,

Sung requiem for the warrior's soul:

Around, the horsemen slowly rode;

With trailing pikes the spearmen trode;

And thus the gallant knight they bore,               510

Through Liddesdale to Leven's shore;

Thence to Holme Coltrarne's lofty nave,

And laid him in his father's grave.

THE harp's wild notes, though hush'd the song,

The mimic march of death prolong;                   515

Now seems it far, and now a-near.

Now meets, and now eludes the ear;

Now seems some mountain side to sweep,

Now faintly dies in valley deep;

Seems now as if the Minstrel's wail,                   520

Now the sad requiem, loads the gale;

Last, o'er the warrior's closing grave,

Rung the full choir in choral stave.

After due pause, they bade him tell,
Why he, who touch'd the harp so well,               525

Should thus, with ill-rewarded toil,
Wander a poor and thankless soil,
When the more generous Southern Land
Would well requite his skilful hand.

The Aged Harper, howsoe'er     '                     530

His only friend, his harp, was dear,
Liked not to hear it rank'd so 'high
Above his flowing poesy:
Less liked he still, that scornful jeer
Misprised the land he loved so dear;                 535

High was the sound, as thus again.
The Bard resumed his minstrel strain.